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SONG
OS O N G, O rapture, O desire,
O wings that take the air with fire,
O wings that tower, wings that hover,
Is music dead? Shall I recover
No whisper of the wings in flight,
No breath of bird song from the night,
No rush of wings by night or day
To free the singer from the clay?
Drop, birds of song, and cover
This throbbing heart, your lover.
Cover with warm white feather
From blight of frost or weather
The unborn thoughts that sleep
Within that cradle deep.
Be instant, birds of song!
The nest has waited long.
And when you stoop at last,
With wings together cast,
When to your passionate breast
The sleeping thought is pressed,
A bird, a burning wing,
A living flame shall spring,
And soaring, sweep along
A comet's trail of song.
O rapture, O desire,
O song, O birds of fire I
Drop, and deliver me,
And set the singer free.
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